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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is kind of a continuation of Send Me A Sign. And another one of that damn Lia\'s crackbumnies. 


Henjo was doing everything he could to get the door open before the phone stopped ringing. He knew it would 
be Kai and finally he had something good to tell him, something positive, something... 


"Shit! 


The machine came on, his own voice echoing through the apartment followed by a beep and then the 
unmistakable sound of Kai's voice. "Hen! Where are you? Not home yet? Call me, | can't wait to hear what the 
doctor said!" 


Henjo shoved open the door and ran to the phone, snatching it up and hitting the button just as Kai hung up. 
"He told me to Tell you to leave longer messages" Sighing, he tossed the phone onto the couch and carried the 
bag through to the kitchen, unpacking everything while coffee was making. Fixing a cup, he carried it back into 


the living room and made himself comfortable on the couch, lighting a cigarette before picking up the phone 


and calling Kai. Drumming his fingers on his knee while he waited for the call to go through he grinned, enjoying 
the movement of his left arm with next to no pain. 


It wouldn't be long till he was back on the road. It wouldn't long until he was back on the road with... 

"Hon 

Henjo felt the grin widen. "Kail" 

"How are you? | miss you, you know. So when can you come back to work and stop being lazy?" 

lam..." Henjo hesitated, waiting until Kai cursed before laughing and shaking his head. "You are so impatient." 
‘| miss youl Is not the same without you, Hen" 

"Well, how does a couple weeks sound? Maybe not that long?" 


Kai's squee nearly burst his eardrum. "Really? Two weeks and | have you back? Onstage? On the bus?" Kai's 
voice dropped, filled with a sultry growl. "In my bed?" 


Henjo groaned. "Don't. Because as always, you will have to go and | will be left sitting here with my dick hard." 


"Then tonight," Kai purred, "when | get back to the hotel | will call you and tell you all the things | am going to 


do to you when | see you 

"| like how that sounds" Herjo breathed, "and you will be doing these things while you tell me?" 
"And you will tell me what you will do to me?" 

"| will, and | will tell you slowly’ 


Kai moaned, Henjo's dick lurching as he pictured the hooded eyes and the flush on that pale skin. "I will call you 
later then" 


"Ja. You call. | love you, Kai." 
| love you, Hen. Now don't start without me," he giggled. 
Henjo snorted and hung up the phone. He'd wait, after all Kai was definitely worth waiting for. 


Everything was ready. 


A bottle of wine, nestled in a bucket of ice, opened to breathe. 

A bottle of lube and a few toys. 

The lamp covered with a cloth to lower the lighting. 

Showered and naked, reclined on the bed and waiting. 

And an uncontrollable fit of the giggles when he realized he was setting up for a date to wank over the phone. 
Now all that was missing was Kai. 

He was half watching television, the remote right beside him to flick it off when the phone rang. He jumped 
when it did, hitting the mute button on the remote and waiting until it began the third ring before answering. 
After all, he didn't want to appear anxious. Tucking the phone between his shoulder and ear, he let his eyes 
drift closed, lowering his voice to a sexy growl. "Hello?" 

"Henjo!" 

Henjo sat up, grabbing the blankets and pulling them over his lap. "Weikil" 


"How are you?" 


Henjo cast his mind frantically for a quick answer and a good reason to get him off the phone. "I'm better, 


much better, but | am very tired!" He gave a loud yawn. 'I was just on my way to bed!" 
"Is early! So you have no time to talk to an old friend anymore?" 

"Well, no, is not that. But Kai is supposed to call and tell me good night and." 

"Then we will talk until he does!" 


Henjo muffled the groan as he flopped back on the pillows. And as Weiki began to talk, he made all the 


appropriate noises as he waited for the signal of a second call. 
Twenty minutes later he was still waiting. 

Thirty minutes. 

At thirty seven minutes, it came. 


"Hold on that might be Kai let me see just a minute." Henjo shouted, hitting the button to click over. "Hello?" 


"Hi sexy.” 
Henjo let out a sigh. "Hi yourself. Hold on, Weiki is on the other line and | need to tell him goodbye." 
"Hurry or | will start without you." Kai laughed. 


Henjo was still grumbling when he got back on he other line. "Weiki? That is Kai so | have to go. | will call you 


tomorrow." 

"Wait! You did not tell me..." 

Without waiting for him to finish, Henjo clicked back over. "There! Now | am yours!" 

"Good!" Herjo heard the rustling of the sheets as Kai got comfortable. "What are you doing?" 

"I am sitting here with a glass of wine, | am in my bed and | am naked." 

Kai moaned softly. "| would like to see this. | would like to come in the door and see you laying against the 
pillows waiting for me." Kai lowered his voice, his words slurring slightly. "You would not see me there at first. 
Your eyes are closed, thinking of me and your hand slides down over your stomach and just touches the head 
of your dick, feeling how soft it is." 

Henjo groaned, his hand following Kai's words. 

"And then you cup your balls, massaging them gently as the blood starts to fill your dick, making it stretch 
out against your body." Kai's breathing was a little deeper, rasping in Henjo's ear. "You give your balls a 
squeeze and let them go, your fingers touching the shaft as it fills with blood, moving it to lay against your 
stomach and stroking the back with your fingers very slowly.” 

Henjo hissed, shivering as the light touch tickled his skin 

"It is so soft, almost like silk, the tips of your fingers catching on the skin as it gets harder, each pump of 
your heart sending more blood to flow through the veins, your tongue running over your lips waiting for my 
kiss." 


"Mein Gott, Kai..." 


Kai's soft laugh sent a shudder through him. "You are so fucking sexy, and | cannot help myself. | have to 


touch my dick like you are touching yours so |..." 


Henjo cursed as the call waiting signal clicked. "Go on...” 


"Is another call?" 

‘| am not answering," Henjo spoke through gritted teeth. "Keep talking!" 
| open my jeans and slip my hand inside..." 

The signal came again. 

Henjo cursed. 

"Maybe is important," Kai sighed, "you should answer." 

"Do not hang up!" Henjo growled and clicked over. "Ja?" 

"Henjo! You did not tell me what the doctor said!" 


Henjo ground his teeth, yanking the phone away from his ear and giving a fast count to ten before shoving it 


back to his ear. "Weiki! | am talking to Kail He said | am better! Now | will call you tomorrow!" 
"But Henjo, I..." 
Not waiting to hear what he was saying, Henjo clicked back over. "Kai?" 


"I am here," he laughed at the desperation in Henjo's voice. "Now, where was |? Oh, | was just putting my hand 


in my pants to touch my dick" 


"Yes, touch your dick." Henjo breathed, his eyes fluttering closed at the image of Kai sliding his hand into his 


pants, seeing his fingers move under the denim toward the outline of his... 

*Click-beep* 

"Damn you, Weikil" Kai's laughter didn’t help Herjo's frustration. "I am not answering! Keep talking!" 

So Kai did. Telling Henjo how he would be unable to stay away and he would walk to the bed, setting a knee 
beside him and leaning in for a long, hot kiss, tongues playing and tasting missed flavors of each other, hands 
greedy to feel flesh, itching to know the heat and the textures. How his hand would cover Henjo's, taking over 
the slow strokes of his cock, tugging the shaft and rolling the hood over the head and back, the lightest scrape 
of nails over the flared head and down, down until he could cup the heavy sac, palming it and lifting, using his 
thumb to stroke the firm orbs inside. 


Henjo was groaning, his hand doing everything Kai said, his cock straining up toward his stomach, his balls tight. 


And every few minutes... 


*Click-beep* 


A little lube added, allowing the hand to glide over the skin with a firm grip, slipping up to squeeze the head in 
the palm and back down to the base, twisting and turning the wrist, the other hand seeking that spot just 
behind the balls that made Henjo buck and groan. 


And still... 
*Click-beep* 


Kai's voice was rough, catching in his throat as he fisted his own cock, doing to himself what he was doing to 
Henjo in his mind. Lube spread over fingers, slowly inserted as Kai whimpered and panted how good Henjo's dick 
would feel as it entered him, how it would make him beg for more and beg to come and beg for it faster and 


harder and... 
*Click-beep* 


Henjo was ready to scream. Aching, his cock throbbing with the need to feel Kai's velvet heat wrapped around 
it, strings of precome running from the top of his fist to the head, his chest heaving as he pounded into his 
hand. 


And the whole time... 
*Click-beep* 


He could take no more. Begging Kai to understand and to wait, he hit the button to click over, snarling Weiki's 
name before blistering his ears with a tirade the likes of which he couldn't remember ever giving anyone 
before. Stabbing the button, he wanked his dick hard, telling Kai how hot and tight he was, how his dick had 
missed being inside him, how he loved the way his ass squeezed and rippled and pulsed, the sounds he made, 
the cries and yelps and whimpers that made him even harder, made him fuck him faster and deeper until his 
brain was filled with nothing but the pounding of his blood and lust and love all building higher until he thought 
his brain would explode and then it did in a rainbow of colors and noise, body jerking as he bathed the walls of 
Kai's ass with his seed, the smell and the taste and the heat and the sheer ecstasy of being inside him, being 
with him... 


And as he fell back onto the pillows, gasping for breath, his heart hammering so hard that he though it would 
pound through his chest he heard... 


*Click-beep* 


And... 


A thunderous round of applause, complete with whistles and catcalls. 

Shaking his head in disbelief and more than a little fear, he cleared his throat and managed to rasp, "Kai?" 

A sound that could be mistaken for none other. 

A combination of a snort and a giggle. 

Another sound - this one a honk 

And more, voices raised in loud, vulgar praise and exclamations of admiration. 

And again... 

“Click-beep* 

"Oh fuck." Henjo sighed. 

"Ah, we will let you go now, Hen Is good to know your arm is very strong!" 

Henjo couldn't even summon an insult before the line clicked off. Great. He had just poured out his heart and 
his dick for the amusement of the guys from Helloween. And of course that bastard Weikath had put him on 
speaker phone for them all to hear. And Kai was... 

Wait. 

Where was Kai? 

*Click-beep* 


Part of him wanted to crawl under the covers and ignore it, but he couldn't. With a grimace, he hit the button 


to answer the other line. "Hello?" 


"Hen! Where did you go? You never came back and | was sitting here holding my dick and waiting and what the 
fuck happened?" 


Henjo slid down in the bed and put his hand over his eyes. "I just wanked myself raw for the entertainment of 


Weiki and that bunch." 


There was silence for a minute, and then a sputter was followed by Kai's familiar giggle. "And they say | am 


the slut." 


"Was an accident! The line didn't come back and | thought it was you!" 


"And now you have come?" Kai sighed. 


Henjo nodded, forgetting Kai couldn't see him. He must have known the answer though because he let out a 


mock growl. "| am sorry. Was not supposed to go like this." 
Kai laughed, snuggling down in his own bed. "Is alright, Henjo. You can make it up to me when you come back" 


Henjo murmured something, his eyes growing heavy. Kai smiled, blowing a kiss into the phone. "Go to sleep. | will 


call you tomorrow 

"Good. | love you, Kai” 

"| love you too, Hen. Night” 

"Night" Henjo turned off the phone and dropped it on the bed, letting his eyes flap shut 

Right before he drifted off, he wrote himself a mental note to call the phone company in the morning, 


And if they could give him a thousand reasons for having call waiting, he had a single one that said why you 
shouldn't. And knowing Weiki, he'd never hear the end of it either. With a last sigh, Henjo drifted off to sleep. 


